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And guide Thy flock to see
How lonely and leisurely
Sails on this sunny river the young swan.

EDWARD DAVISON

BLACKBIRD

Do you find no burden in singing ?
You catch up boughs, buds, leaves, anything
Even to the red-brick houses and whatever
Of scrubbed growth they may enclose, never
Querying your right to engulf your neighbours,
To pour them molten into the cup of your song.
You do not set one foot circumspectly along       i
Before the other, doling out your hours
In grains of sand,
Counting up to a thousand.

RONALD BOTTRALL

PLOVERS

GULLS of the land, you wheel in heavier flight '
Down upon the silent waves of earth.

And always it is as children of the wind,
Children of the waste places of the air and land,
Telling of ram, or storm, or unexpected hail,
You sweep upon us with your ragged wings.   19
PHILIP HENDERSON
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